


A thrilling new adventure 
in full colour 


Chapter One 


Jeff stood at the rail of the ship watching the cliffs of rock-hard ice drifting past. 

The coldest place on Earth,’ said his friend Bill Gordon. Bill’s breath flew 
like a streamer on the cold wind. You could hear a hushed crackling as he 
exhaled — a ‘star whisper’, the sound of breath freezing in the Antarctic cold. 

Bill saw Jeff looking at him and laughed. ‘Just talking to myself,’ he said. ‘I 
didn't mean here, of course. This is cold, sure, but we're still a thousand miles 
from the Pole. And believe me, that's cold!’ 

Jeff smiled. ‘I guess my Dad’s been there, hasn't he?’ he asked. He was on his 
way to meet his father, who had been working in the Antarctic for the last eight 
months. 

‘I don’t know,’ Bill replied. ‘It’s a fair way from the European oil fields, and 
even if he got the time he wouldn't have much reason to visit the Pole. Nothing 
lives there — not even mosses or lichens. No bacteria. This place’ — he looked 
out into the white haze to the south — ‘this place is deader'n the moon.’ 
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Jeff's keen eyes caught a flash of colour against the whiteness. A navy-blue 
flag. ‘Hey, look!’ he cried. "That must be the Fossil Bluff Station." 

‘Either that or a punk cormorant,’ said a sarcastic voice behind him. Neil 
Travers had come on deck. He was just a little older than Jeff, and his father 
was also working at the European oil fields. Neil wasn’t a bad sort, but even his 
best friend (if he had any friends, thought Jeff) could hardly say he brimmed 
over with warmth and good nature. 

Jeff turned and looked at Neil, who returned a smile as cold as the Antarctic 
wind. Jeff shrugged and went below. 


A few hours later, Jeff was standing on the tarmac of the Fossil Bluff airstrip. 
The blue flag of the Federation of Western Europe fluttered on the roof above 
him. 
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In his hand he held a crumpled piece of paper, a note from his father. 
DIVERTING TO EREBUS, it read. INCREDIBLE DISCOVERY REPORTED BY 
DRILLING TEAM THERE. WILL RADIO SOON. DAD. 

‘He radioed it through from the plane,’ said Bill. ‘Apparently something’s up 
at the Erebus fields and — well, you know your father .. .’ 

Jeff nodded. Once his father got a whiff of any new discovery, nothing could 
hold him. ‘Right. Do we have to wait here, or what?’ 

A white-anoraked figure came out of the building and waved them 
over inside. One of the Fossil Bluff staff. When the door had closed on 
the biting polar wind he pushed back his fur hood and told Bill about 
a radio message that had just been picked up. 

‘A plane's coming down from CalTech,’ he said. ‘Got some 
scientists and also some army biqwigs on board. 

They'll be stopping off here before flying on to the 
Erebus fields, so maybe you chaps can hitch a ride.’ 
‘That would sure give your Dad a surprise, Jeff,’ 








The aeroplane was a troop-carrier, built for capacity instead of comfort. It 
produced a dull droning that made conversation almost impossible, and the 
turbulence was so bad that Jeff began to feel slightly sick. He was wedged on a 
hard metal bench between Bill and Neil Travers. Most of the plane's cargo 
space was taken up by strange-looking instruments and computer panels. 
Several groups of scientists sat huddled together over various notebooks, 
occasionally yelling to one another over the engines' din. There were also two 
generals, and a silent man with blond hair and ice-blue eyes, who Jeff 
suspected was a special agent. Nyder was his name. 

‘Maybe I'll stretch my legs a bit,’ Jeff shouted over the noise of the engines. 

Bill leaned closer, then nodded as Jeff got up. ‘Okay. Don't get in the way of 
the boifins, though.‘ 

Jeff sauntered back to the cargo bay, where hanging curtains subdivided the 
fuselage. A thin young scientist strolled past, deep in thought. At the back of 
the plane, behind several ranks of neatly packaged equipment, Jeff came across 
a large wooden crate. One side was off, revealing the contents: a smart red 
futuristic sports car. 





‘Hi,’ it said. 

Jeff nearly jumped out of his skin. He opened his mouth, but couldn't think of 
anything to say. 

‘Hop in,’ said the car. Intrigued, Jeff clambered over into the passenger seat. 
The voice was coming from a speaker in the dashboard. 

Jeff found his voice at last. ‘Hey, you're one of The Transformers, aren't you? 
HOT ROD. I saw you on network news a couple of weeks ago.’ 

‘That would've been after our run-in with the Battlechargers,' said HOT ROD. 
Jeff detected a note of pride in the synthesized voice. ‘Boy, they're mean. That 
RUNABOUT, he set his sights on me and opened up with his cannon. All the 
time he was cackling on about how I was a nice Autobot fit for crushing . 

What a creep! Still, he was gaining on me — does 183 miles an hour on the flat, 
faster than me. . : 

‘But he didn’t have the manoeuvrability,’ put in Jeff. 

‘Ah, I forgot you caught the show on TV,’ chuckled HOT ROD. 





Jeff pulled up his shirtsleeve to show his Seiko chronovid wristwatch. ‘I even 
got it taped,’ he said excitedly. ‘Want to see?’ He touched a button and the 
watch's numeral display crackled out, replaced by a miniature recording from 
the television screen. It showed HOT ROD and several of his fellow Autobots 
battling to stop the fearsome Battlechargers from destroying the Golden Gate 
Bridge. ‘Too bad the picture's not better quality, but I taped it straight off the 
TV screen.’ 

‘It's fine,’ said HOT ROD, extending an optical sensor from the dashboard. 
‘Wow, look at that. RUNAMUCK screeched to a halt at the start of the 
bridge — he's terrified of heights. But RUNABOUT's just crazy — 
he keeps on coming .. .' 





The screen on Jeff's wristwatch showed the massive RUNABOUT speeding 
along the bridge in pursuit of HOT ROD. Far out over the Bay, HOT ROD's 
ee colleagues, SLINGSHOT and SKYDIVE, were veering to return to the 
ray. 

‘See how RUNABOUT's shots are going wild?’ said HOT ROD. ‘Watch this 
next bit —‘ 

Jeff peered at the screen to see HOT ROD suddenly screech to a halt and 
speed out of RUNABOUT's path. The Decepticon was braking, but not fast 
enough. He crashed through the supports at the side of the bridge and 
plummeted through the cables towards the water. 

‘You took out the Decep even before SLINGSHOT and SKYDIVE got back to 
help you,' said Jeff. 

‘Well, yes,’ replied HOT ROD modestly, ‘but I was sure glad to have them 
around. They're outside at the moment, in fact.’ 
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Jeff peered out of the window. Through the darkness he could see a couple of 
sleek fighters keeping pace with the aeroplane. 

‘Our escort,’ explained HOT ROD. ‘The survey team at Erebus apparently 
found a futuristic city a mile below the polar ice! When the CalTech scientists 
got wind of it, they radioed Autobot City to send a few of us along to help out. 
Anyway, back to our fight with the Battlechargers. This next bit is where we 
get — Hey! What happened to the picture?’ 

The chronovid's screen crackled. One moment it showed the image of HOT 
ROD, SLINGSHOT and SKYDIVE bearing down on the bewildered 
RUNAMUCK. The next it showed a grinning cartoon rabbit. 

‘Oh, dammit,’ sighed Jeff. ‘I must've taped the Gus Gopher Show over the 
end of the newscast. Wiped out your big battle. I'm sorry, HOT ROD.’ 


‘Well, you're only flesh and blood,’ laughed HOT ROD. ‘You're bound to 
make a mistake now and again. I'll tell you about some of the other scrapes I've 
been in — but first, why don't we enjoy the cartoon show, okay?’ 


The plane lurched and Jeff came awake with a start. For a moment he couldn't 
think where he was. Then the smell of leather and the drone of the plane's 
engines reminded him — he'd dropped off in HOT ROD's driving seat. 

‘We've hit a blizzard,’ said HOT ROD. ‘I hope you've got a strong stomach, 
because the kind of bumpy ride we're in for is just the thing to make humans 
ill.’ 

The dashboard radio sputtered into life. ‘HOT ROD, this is SKYDIVE. It may 
be nothing, but my sensors are picking up a massive build-up of energy on the 
ground three miles ahead of us.’ 

Another, more abrupt electronic voice broke in: ‘Could be an attack. I'm 
dropping down to investigate.’ 

‘SLINGSHOT, wait!’ called HOT ROD. There was no reply from the 
impetuous Aerialbot. ‘SKYDIVE, are you still there?’ 

There was an alarming pause before SKYDIVE's reply came across the radio 
waves. "Yes, HOT ROD. SLINGSHOT's out of sight in the blizzard now. I'm 
going to try contacting him on the radio — Oh-oh.. .' 

‘What is it?’ cried HOT ROD. 'SKYDIVE, what have you seen — ?’ 











Zzzzzap! Something slammed into the plane with terrifying force. 
' Jefí had time to see a flash of light, then a gash appeared in the 
Es fuselage through which he could clearly see the raging blizzard. 
The engine rare, abe plane gave a sickening shudder and 
lurched forward. I > wn En HOT ROD's steering 








‘Are you okay, Jeff? Can you hear me?’ 

Bill's voice seemed to be coming through a dozen layers of cotton wool. Jeff 
could feel a firm hand on his shoulder and the sting of bitterly cold snow on his 
face. Groggily he shook himself conscious. 

‘Thank God!’ said Bill. ‘If you'd blacked out in this blizzard you'd have had 
no chance of surviving. I don't know if we've got much chance as it is.’ 

Jeff winced as he touched the egg-sized bump on his head. ‘What happened? 
Were we shot down?’ 

HOT ROD came over, now in robot form. Neil Travers, Nyder and one of the 
generals were with him. 

‘I think so,‘ said Nyder. ‘A long-range laser blast from the Vostok base is my 
guess.’ 

‘Possible,’ said the general, ‘but I don't think so. The shot seemed to come 
from directly below us. HOT ROD, what do you think?’ 

‘SKYDIVE detected a power build-up on the ground just before the attack,’ 
replied HOT ROD. ‘That was probably somebody charging their laser ready to 
shoot at us — and my bet is that the Decepticons are behind it.’ 


Bill brushed snow from his gloves and shivered. ‘Maybe you've all forgotten, 
but our main problem right now isn’t finding out who shot us down — it's just 
staying alive. It must be thirty below now, and still dropping.’ 

HOT ROD,’ said the general, ‘what about the Aerialbots who were escorting 
us?’ 

‘If you are asking whether we can expect them to pick us up — well, I don't 
see how. I can't contact them on my radio. They'd never be able to find us in 
this blizzard, even if they survived the attack that blew us out of the air. 
However, I can do something to keep you humans functional for a while. I'm 
going to start increasing the current through my temperature control circuit, so 
my armour will begin to heat up. Stay close to me, and at least you won't freeze 
to death.’ 

‘For a while, anyway,’ said Neil. ‘But how long before your circuits overheat 
and burn out?’ 

A soft droning sound cut through the shriek of the blizzard. Everyone looked 
up and then stared in astonishment. A large metal disc was hovering across the 
snow towards them, and standing on it they saw three tall human figures. At 
least, they Jooked human — but they wore no protective clothing, even in the 
frigid cold of the Antarctic night! 








The disc glided to a halt a short distance away. 'Greetings,' said one of the 
figures, holding up his hand. ‘We saw your craft making an emergency landing 
and thought you might need help.' He waved his hand, and the hovering metal 
disc split like a stack of pancakes, leaving two unoccupied discs floating 
nearby. 

'Please climb aboard these transit plates,' said one of the other newcomers. 
‘We shall convey you back to our city.’ 


Jeff and the others looked at one another. They all felt a little uneasy, but 
there was really no choice. They got up on to the discs, which skimmed along 
through the air behind their three strange rescuers. As they sped towards an icy 
cliff-face the leading disc emitted a chiming sound and a hidden door slid open 
to reveal a deep shaft leading dizzyingly down into the depths of the earth. 
Gradually the discs descended. . . 

The city!’ yelled Jeff, seeing lights below. ‘This is the underground city my 
father found!’ 








Chapter Two 


A quarter of an hour later they found themselves in a huge hall of steel and 
crystal, standing before the leader of the city-dwellers. Like all his people, he 
was tall and fair-skinned. 

‘Lam The Watcher,’ he told them. ‘No doubt you are wondering how we know 
of your plight.’ As he waved his hand, part of the crystal wall lit up to show a 
view of the snow-covered land a mile above their heads. 

‘Just like my chronovid watch!‘ gasped Jeff. 

‘We have possessed this technology for many hundreds of years,’ said The 
Watcher. ‘We observed your civilization from its very earliest days. We saw 
your efforts to construct flying machines — you have already seen our transit 
dises, which work by anti-gravity. We saw your manned flights to the moon, 
and your world wars. In fact, it is only in the science of military power that you 
surpass us. We have no concept of aggression ourselves, so we lead an idyllic 
existence free from disease, warfare or hunger.’ 

The general asked what they were all wondering. ‘If you knew about us all 
these years, why didn't you make any attempt to contact us?’ 

‘We have a policy of non-interference,‘ replied The Watcher with a smile. 
‘We wished to see your people learn for themselves the terrible dangers of war. 
In a few months you will enter what by your reckoning will be the Third 
Millennium. Now you have discovered our city, and it is time for our societies to 
work together for the sake of eternal peace on Earth.’ 





There were other people aboard our aeroplane —* began HOT ROD. 

‘All dead,’ said The Watcher sadly. 'A terrible disaster. Our observations 
suggest that you were shot down. We will discuss this further, but for the 
moment I have arranged a tour of the city. I think you will find it an interesting 
experience.’ 

Two city-dwellers walked forward and motioned for Jeff and the others to 
accompany them. HOT ROD was about to go too, but The Watcher called him 
back. ‘Autobot, there is something you and I must discuss,’ he said quietly. 

Jeti looked round and was going to wait for his friend, but HOT ROD said 
he'd catch up with him later. ‘You go ahead and enjoy the tour, Jeff,’ he said. 
Tape it for me on that fancy wristwatch of yours.’ 
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They had taken off their thick anoraks and gloves when they found that the 
underground city was comfortably heated. Now they were shown the source of 
the power that kept the huge city warm and brightly lit more than a mile 
beneath the rock and polar ice: a huge nuclear generator the size of a 
cathedral! 

'This device operates by colliding and combining atomic nuclei,’ said their 
guide, pointing up at the massive cables that drew power from the reactor. ‘It is 
like one of your hydrogen bombs, but the energy is controlled and made safe 
by magnetic fields powered by the reactor itself. Fortunately we never 
considered using such power for aggressive purposes. Unlike your people.’ 

"We also know the dangers of nuclear weapons,’ said the general, ‘and our 
scienlists are working on devices such as this — devices that use nuclear power 
for constructive purposes.’ 

‘Careful, general,’ whispered Nyder. ‘Don't give away any classified info till 
we can be sure these bozos’re on the level.’ 

‘You must be very proud of all these great achievements,’ said Bill to the 
guides, He was looking around him at the winking banks of computer lights and 
the humming generators. ‘We won't have anything like this till the middle of the 
next century at least.’ 

The guides seemed confused. ‘Pride?’ they said. ‘No, we do not have that 
emotion. Pride, anger, hatred . . . we have none of these.’ 








Later on they were taken to a comfortable lounge area to rejoin HOT ROD. Jeff 
told his friend about the tour — and about what the guides had said. 

‘Yes,’ said HOT ROD, ‘they really do seem to be non-aggressive. Perhaps 
they could teach your race and mine a thing or two. But The Watcher told me 
something much more amazing. Apparently their sensors reach right out into 
space. They can view the surface of other planets — they even saw our 
spaceship, The Ark, leave the planet Cybertron!’ 

‘That must have been quite a while ago . . .' said Jeff. His voice trailed off, 
There was something nagging at the back of his mind, but he couldn't quite pin 
it down. 

The others were standing around a table with the quides. All except Nyder, 
who had mysteriously crept off somewhere when no one was looking. 

‘Can you get this thing to make us some coffee?‘ Jeff heard Bill asking. He 
was pointing al a device which, the guide had told them, produced food and 
drink for the city-dwellers. 

T shall attempt to duplicate the substance,’ replied the guide, punching a few 
buttons. The front of the device lit up as it produced a soft hum. Jeff was going 
to call over to see if they could make him a Coke, but he thought he'd see how 
the coffee turned out first. 

The device gave a ping. 'Try this,‘ said the guide, opening the cover and 
taking out a steaming cup, Certainly it looked like coffee. He handed it to Neil. 
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'Owww! What — ?’ Neil gave a yelp of pain and flung the cup away. The 
contents spilled into the device. Sparks sputtered out as it short-circuited. 

Bill peered through the smoke billowing out of the device. ‘I'm sorry, but this 
machine looks as though it’s had it,’ he said. 

‘Do not concern yourself,’ said the guide, turning to Neil. ‘I only hope you 
came to no harm.’ 

‘No,’ said Neil, still blowing on his fingers. Jeff thought he was going to add 
something else, but just then a speaker on the wall crackled into life. 

‘This is The Watcher,’ came the voice. ‘I thought you might like to know that 
the drilling shaft has reached the city. A number of your people are descending 
at this moment — including your father, I think, Jeff.’ 


Jeff jumped up and headed for the door. The guides and Bill followed. 

HOT ROD stopped beside Neil. "The guide seemed very concerned about 
you. These people really are as courteous and kind as they say, aren't they?’ 

I don't know about that,’ replied Neil as they went to follow the others, ‘I'm 
just wondering about something. He handed me the coffee in a metal cup — ol 
course it scalded my fingers. So why didn’t it hurt Aim?’ 








‘Dad!’ Jeff rushed to hug his father, who was astonished to see him. 

‘Jeff,’ said Dr Grey. ‘And Bill — thank God you're okay. SLINGSHOT and 
SKYDIVE tried looking for you, but they had lo give up because of the 
blizzard.' 

‘Even my pinpoint sensors could not locate you,’ said SLINGSHOT gruffly. 
He and SKYDIVE were now in their robotic mode. 

‘Finally we had to give up,’ said SKYDIVE, ‘so we went on to rendezvous with 
the drilling team as planned. HOT ROD, it is good to see you have taken no 
damage.’ 

‘And you, SKYDIVE, SLINGSHOT,’ replied the young Autobot. ‘We have 
been enjoying ourselves, in fact, touring this fabulous city. Look at it, my 
friends — a huge technological complex here, more than a mile underground!’ 

Dr Grey shook his head in amazement. He had never seen anything as 
fantastic. Even the Aerialbots, accustomed to the wonders of the Autobot City, 
stood awestruck. 

They all turned at the sound of a familiar voice. It was the city-dwellers' 
leader, The Watcher. He welcomed Dr Grey and the other scientists, then 
turned to speak to all of them. ‘I am afraid I have some serious news for you,' he 
said sombrely. ‘Our viewing screens picked up something on the surface. 
Watch.’ 














He turned to a section of the wall nearby and raised his hand. Immediately 
the panelling began to glow like a television screen, and gradually the image 
cleared to show the snow-covered surface. The blizzard had stopped, and they 
could see the wreckage of their crashed plane. Three menacing-looking robots 
were swinging searchlights across the shattered aircraft, sifting through it for 
signs of survivors. 

'BRAWL, VORTEX and BLAST OFF!' growled SLINGSHOT. 'Part of the 
Combaticons — MEGATRON’s super-warriors.' 

SKYDIVE nodded. 'The conclusion is obvious. BLAST OFF possesses 
powerful lasers which he can aim with deadly accuracy even from the depths of 
space. He must have shot down the plane.’ 

‘But a dozen people were killed in the crash — people he'd never met!’ 
blurted Jeff. ‘I never realized even the Decepticons were that cold-blooded... .' 





SKYDIVE laid a huge metal hand on his shoulder. His touch 
was surprisingly gentle for such a powerful robot. ‘I am afraid 
the Decepticons are completely merciless, young human,’ he 
said. 'And these Combaticons are the worst of the lot. 


SLINGSHOT — you and I had better return to the surface j 
immediately. If we must battle the Combaticons, at least let us Pa | 
do it away from the city.’ 

‘Yes,’ SLINGSHOT replied. ‘We must not put the lives of 
these innocent flesh-beings at risk. You stay here and guard , 


them, HOT ROD.’ N 
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HOT ROD started to protest, but the Aerialbots had already switched to jet 
mode and were roaring up the drilling shaft. Jeff saw his friend's shoulders 
mono. ‘They never think I'll be any use in the really tough fights,’ said the 

utobot, 





Later, they were standing in a large open hallway. From wall to wall it 
measured further than the length of a major runway. Jeff couldn't see any sign 
of pillars supporting the roof. 

Their guide stood in the doorway. Beside him there was a steel post set into 
the floor, supporting a box of transparent crystal. 'This is our simulation 
chamber,’ he called out to them. 'By holographic means we can create a 
semblance ol any place on Earth. Perhaps you would like to suggest a place?" 

‘The Malaysian jungle,’ replied Jeff quickly. He had naturally thought of a 
place as warm as possible, to contrast with the freezing winds of Antarctica! 

The guide smiled and touched the crystal box. Instantly they were 
surrounded by a thick jungle of sweeping palm trees, luxuriant ferns and thick 
creepers. Hidden loudspeakers produced a chorus of monkey chatterings, 
parrot shrieks and other noises of the jungle. Humidifiers produced an accurat 
simulation of drenching heat. 

‘Amazing!’ gasped Jeff's father. He reached out and moved his hand throug 
a hanging vine. These are all just holographic images — but even close-up 
they're indistinguishable from the real thing.’ 

HOT ROD turned to Jeff. ‘Do you think they could recreate an image of 
Cybertron in the old days — as it was before the war reduced everything to 
rubble and ruin? I am too young to remember those glorious times myself ... 











Jeff was about to say yes, but his father turned round shaking his head. ‘I 
don't see how they could do that, HOT ROD ' he said. ‘They'd have to have 
records of what your planet looked like. Their holograms can’t represent 
something they've never seen.’ 

‘But they do have records, Dr Grey —' 

‘Dad,’ blurted Jeff. ‘Didn't The Watcher tell you? These people have 
telescopes or something that can reach way out into space. They saw The 
Transformers’ spaceship take off from Cybertron.’ 

Dr Grey was stunned. ‘That's incredible,‘ he said. ‘Jeff, don't you 
realize? — I thought these city-dwellers were human. Some kind of early 
offshoot from our own evolutionary tree. But The Transformers are known to 
have existed on Cybertron at least four million years ago! That's far too early 
for these beings to be human as they seem .. .' 

‘Of course!’ gasped Jeff. ‘I should've thought of that. . .’ 

A deep, purring chuckle came from the undergrowth. They all looked 
around. Suddenly the illusory jungle seemed a very sinister place. 

A black metal shape loped like a great cat into the clearing. It was RAVAGE, 
one of the Evil Decepticons’. 





HOT ROD stepped forward, shoving Jeff and his father to safety behind him. 
He levelled his laser weapon at the catlike Decepticon. ‘That's far enough, 
RAVAGE, unless you want your circuits scrambled.’ 

RAVAGE gave a short growl, then looked lazily away from him. ‘Foolish lad,’ 
he replied. ‘You're too inexperienced to set your sights on big game like me. I 
could leap on you and grind your gears in my jaws long before you had time to 
react.’ 

HOT ROD narrowed his optical sensors grimly. His gun followed RAVAGE's 
every movement. ‘Maybe.’ 

RAVAGE laughed. ‘Have no fear, though. If I'd meant you any harm I 
wouldn't have shown myself in the first place.’ 

That makes sense,’ said Dr Grey, putting his hand on HOT ROD's arm. ‘Put 
away the gun, HOT ROD. Let's hear him out.‘ 

Take care, Dr Grey, he's the sneakiest of all the Deceps.’ HOT ROD lowered 
his laser gun but kept it primed. 

‘It's obvious that you think we shot your aircraft down,’ said RAVAGE. ‘This 
is nonsense,’ 


‘What about BLAST OFF -' HOT ROD began. 


‘Even BLAST OFF can't shoot something if he can't see it!’ snapped the 
Decepticon. 'How do you suppose he could have aimed through a mile of 
blizzard? No, your plane was altacked from the ground — from this cily, in 
fact.’ 

‘Why should we believe you, a Decepticon?’ said Jeff. He was thinking of how 
kind the city-dwellers had been to them since their arrival. 

‘You've already realized that these beings can't be part of your own species,’ 
replied RAVAGE. ‘So why have they disguised themselves to look 
human — you're not telling me they just happened to evolve that way?’ 

Before Jeff could reply, HOT ROD raised his laser. ‘They saved our lives, you 
thin-oiled rust-eater,' he snarled. He turned to his human friends, ‘You aren't 
going to listen to these lies — ?' 

Dr Grey was half convinced. ‘I was wondering about this holographic room. 
Why go to such trouble to build it? Was it just for entertainment — a sort of 
pleasure park — or do they use it to simulate combat environments. A special 
room to train troops for battle is more likely . . . except that The Watcher told 
us his people had no natural sense of aggression . . .' 








The illusion of the jungle disappeared. Their guide was standing only a few 
metres away, holding a metal rod in his hand. It looked like some sort of gun. 
That is correct, Dr Grey,' he said. 'This creature has been lying to you. I shall 
attempt to neutralize it.' 

RAVAGE saw the guide swing his strange weapon around. A natural 
predator, his counterattack came swilter than thought. His powerful hind legs 
sent him flying towards the guide, who stood staring impassively. RAVAGE 
dashed him to the ground with an exultant roar, reaching for his throat with 
razor-edged metal fangs . . 








‘A leopard can't change his spots, can he, RAVAGE?’ said HOT ROD, 
discharging both his photon lasers. His intention was to stun the Decepticon, 
but RAVAGE jumped aside from his prey with incredible speed. The laser 
blasts struck the guide, who jerked convulsively and then went limp. RAVAGE 
prowled slowly towards the body. 

‘Oh, HOT ROD,’ groaned Jefi, reaching for the guide's wrist. "There's no 
pulse. You've killed him.‘ 

‘Killed him?’ replied HOT ROD, numb with disbelief. 'How could I have 
done? My lasers only affect other robots.“ 








Chapter Three 


They lost no time in finding Bill. He was sitting with Neil Travers in the room 
they had taken to calling the ‘coffee lounge’. They quickly filled them in 
on all the details. 

The general fingered his heavy jaw. ‘So you're saying these guys aren't 
people at all — that they're robots?’ 

‘Possibly more evil than the Decepticons,’ said HOT ROD, ignoring 
RAVAGE's indignant glare. 

‘Of course, no living being could be truly free of aggressive impulses,’ said 
Dr Grey. ‘I should have thought of that before now. All the clues have been 
right there in front of us.’ 

‘That’s why the guide wasn't scalded by the hot coffee, then,’ said Neil. 
‘But — what do they want with us?’ 

RAVAGE supplied the answer. Transforming into a tape, he played back a 
conversation he had recorded earlier between Nyder and The Watcher: 


The Watcher wanted to study the warrior-factor shared by both the Autobots 
and the Decepticons and to encode it into the robotic brains of his people. 

‘You'd create an invincible army,’ said Nyder. ‘You could conquer the 
world — bring a bit of law and order to this crazy, crummy planet!' 

The Watcher's voice interrupted him; he was obviously pleased that he had 
judged Nyder's character so well. ‘We will require a human ally, of course. 
Someone to help us govern our subjects — you, Nyder —' 

General Scott punched the stop button. His face was purple with rage. 'That 
miserable traitor!’ he thundered. ‘When I get my hands on him —* 

RAVAGE transformed back to his normal size and shape. ‘Do you agree that 
we must form an alliance?’ he said curtly. 





HOT ROD was reluctant. Every instinct he had — and everything OPTIMUS 
PRIME had taught him — was telling him not to trust the Decepticon. But he 
could see that the city-dwellers were an even greater threat. They intended to 
conquer all of humanity. He nodded. ‘A temporary alliance,’ he agreed. 







RAVAGE guided them to The Watcher's master control room, 
using his sharp senses and hunting instincts to evade all the 
sentries that were posted in the entrance corridors. At last 


they reached the huge hall. The Watcher and his newfound 
servant, Nyder, were standing together on a raised 
platform. City-dwellers milled around, attending to 
various computer controls, 

‘Stay back in the shadows,’ cautioned Dr Grey. 
‘It wouldn't do to get spotted now. ' They could see 
that most of the city-dwellers were wearing the i. 
strange weapon their guide had drawn on RAVAGE. / PFI 

‘Look,’ whispered Jeff. Er 











A huge display screen rose out of the floor, lighting up to show the 
Aerialbots and the Combaticons out in the open a mile above their heads. The 
titanic robots were squaring off for battle. 

‘Can't you radio them?’ Jeff said to HOT ROD and RAVAGE. ‘Tell them that 
the real enemy is down here?’ 

‘Jeff, I'm surprised at you,’ said Bill. ‘The city is encased in a shell of 
metal — a Faraday Cage, right?’ 

‘— And radio waves can't get through a Faraday Cage,’ Jeff groaned, 
nodding. 

The screen showed SKYDIVE thundering in pursuit of the Helibot, VORTEX. 
They were heading straight for a cliff of rock-hard ice, and suddenly VORTEX 
used his manoeuvring jets for extra lift, propelling himself up over the top of 


the cliff. SKYDIVE was on a collision course. . . 





Jeff didn't want to watch, but he couldn't take his eyes off the screen. It 
looked as though SKYDIVE would be smashed to smithereens, but at the last 
moment he unleashed his nega-ray, which instantly dissolved the cliff-face into 
a cloud of steam. VORTEX, hovering above in order to gloat at his enemy's 
fate, suddenly found himself blinded by the vapour. But SKYDIVE had 
carefully recorded the Helibot's position on his computer memory, and he now 
sped up unerringly through the boiling steam to land a shuddering blow on 
VORTEX's undercarriage .. . It was all Jeff could do to keep from cheering. 

The Watcher was happy too. He didn't care who won the battle, so long as he 
gathered plenty of data in his computers. ‘Excellent,’ he said to Nyder. ‘Our 
sensors are analyzing these battle tactics even now and programming them into 
our own brain circuits. Five minutes from now we will be the deadliest warrior- 
race the universe has ever known.’ 

‘We've got to do something, Doc,’ said Bill urgently. ‘Maybe we could 
overpower a couple of guards, get some weapons . . .’ 





'No, Bill,’ said Dr Grey. ‘There are too many of them. If I could only think of 
a way. 

Then Jeff had an idea. He turned to RAVAGE, showing him his chronovid 
wristwatch. ‘Look at this,’ he said, playing back a few moments from the Gus 
Gopher Cartoon Show he'd watched with HOT ROD earlier. ‘Can you tape it 
and play it back over the computer signals?’ 

RAVAGE gave a growl of amused approval. ‘My kind of plan,‘ he said. 
‘Human, you've got the kind of sneaky mind that makes a good Decepticon.’ 

‘Thanks for the compliment,‘ said Jeff sourly, watching as RAVAGE quickly 
recorded the cartoon show. ‘Reckon you can make it to the computers without 
being seen?’ 

‘Does a cat like cream?’ quipped RAVAGE as he! slid noiselessly into the 
shadows. They could barely see him as he edged over to the main computer. 

‘I hate to say it,’ murmured HOT ROD, 'but good luck.’ 


re RAVAGE returned. ‘Done,’ he said. ‘Now all 





Long minutes dragged b yt 
we can do is wait.” 
nal 








As the city-dwellers began to absorb the input from their computers they 
started behaving very oddly. Several started to do bunny-hops around the 
control room, while others flapped their arms in imitation ol a cartoon duck. 

Jeff's father dashed forward and pushed past Nyder, who was gawping in 
astonishment at the antics of the city-dwellers all around him. Seizing the 
microphone on The Watcher's control panel, Dr Grey made an all-channel's 
broadcast to The Transformers via the aerials on the surface. ‘Stop flighting,’ he 
said. ‘You have been tricked. Come down to the city.’ 

The screen showed the robot warriors wavering. They didn't know who was 
sending the broadcast, but they could all hear it on their personal radios. 
Joining Dr Grey at the microphone, RAVAGE and HOT ROD repeated the 
whole story to their comrades, The Transformers — Aerialbots and 
Combaticons together — broke off their battle and headed towards the drilling 
shaft. 

The whole city was in total chaos by this time. The would-be master robots 
were indulging in tricks, practical jokes, pratfalls and slapstick horseplay. 

Nyder seized The Watcher. "What about your invincible army?’ he raged. 
‘Your promise to make me your lieutenant?’ 


'Zone out, buddy boy,' replied the leader in a high-pitched voice, giving 
Nyder's nose a painful tweak. His reprogrammed brain was making him act just 
like Gus Gopher, the cartoon character! 

Nyder had other things to worry about, A heavy hand on his shoulder made 
him turn round. It was General Scott. Nyder just had time to open his mouth to 
say something, then the general's fist sent him crashing to the floor. 


The Combaticons arrived flushed with triumph. 'RAVAGE,' said BLAST OFF. 
‘Today you are truly a hero of the Decepticons. You have cleverly foiled this 
impudent threat to our supremacy and saved the Earth for domination by its 
true master — MEGATRON!’ 

The Autobots understandably took a rather different view. 

‘We'll honour this truce for the moment,’ announced SLINGSHOT to the 
Decepticons, ‘because we must get our human friends back to safety. But the 
next time we meet, be ready for battle — and be ready for the scrapheap, too!’ 

After RAVAGE and BRAWL had climbed aboard BLAST OFF’'s shuttle form, 
the Decepticons snarled away into the cold Antarctic sky. 

The last thing RAVAGE said to HOT ROD before they left was: ‘So long, 
youngster. You've got the makings ol a great warrior — but you're on the losing 
side, of course.’ 





HOT ROD didn't say anything until the Decepticons were out of sight. Then 
he turned to Jeff. ‘If we could work together this time,’ he said, ‘why not again? 
That's my dream — and the dream of our noble leader, OPTIMUS PRIME, 
too — that one day the senseless war between Autobots and Decepticons can 
end, and all Transformers can unite together in peace.’ 

‘Maybe it's that dream that makes you an Autobot,’ said Jeff. ‘Somehow, I 
don’t think the Decepticons share it — 


+ 





